CHAPTER 112 


August 8, 2011 


“Il placed lots of special orders. Come with me next time when | go pick 'em up, 
Senpai.” 


Justin and Rise were walking around the shopping district, where Rise had ordered 
out for some out of stock items. She seemed to be having a ball, though Justin had 
to wonder what he was doing there. It wasn’t like when Chie dragged him to the 
mall; Justin was sort of expected to go with her after all. Rise really had no reason to 
drag him along other than she could or she wanted to. And that begged the 
question why you would want someone like Justin bitching and moaning the entire 
time. But alas, he kept his mouth shut and went with the flow. It had been hours 
since their shopping session had started, and only minutes since it had finally 
ended. Justin fist pumped when Rise ran out of stores to shop at. He had to wonder 
where everyone was getting all this money to go shopping with; he barely got 
enough to live off of. But then; he supposed the others weren’t paying for heat, 
food, electricity, and mortgage, were they? 


“| had tons of fun today. Not many people tried to come up and talk... Maybe they 
already forgot who | am.” Rise mused aloud, slightly pleased. It was nice to be able 
to walk around without having to bother with all of her fans coming up to her to 
harass her for an autograph or a picture or something. Not that she had to worry 
about that with Justin anyway; one glare and he’d send them running. He was like 
her bodyguard, only he didn’t get paid. He should really consider charging her for 
his services from now. 


“It’s possible | suppose; happens to celebrities all the time. | mean, if | asked you 
who Robert Plant was right now, would you know him?” Justin questioned. Rise 
shook her head in denial, much to Justin’s displeasure. “Well you should.” Justin 
remarked, a discontent expression on his face. How dare anyone not recognize that 
name. Kids these days and their new fangled pop and their call of duty and their 
hippin and the hoppin and their swag- 


Look, you get the point. Kids these day suck. 


“Oh, yeah. Want some tofu to take home? | helped make them today.” Rise 
changed the topic, feeling slightly uneasy with the dirty look Justin was giving her. 
She wasn’t sure who this Robert Plant guy was, but clearly Justin had great 
admiration for the guy. Justin scratched at his chin slightly. He didn’t like tofu in the 
slightest, but he didn’t want to be rude and turn her down. Besides, he didn’t 
believe Maya had ever tried tofu out. For all he knew, she might enjoy it. Maybe 


he'd bring a little bit home, just so she could taste what it’s like. After a moment, 
Justin shrugged. 


“That sounds great; thanks.” Justin expressed his gratitude as a wide grin swept 
across Rise’s face. 


“Wait right here.” Rise ordered before cheerfully walking off, a skip to her step. 
Justin wasn’t really sure why he couldn’t go to the shop with her, but alright. He 
could use a moment to himself right about now anyway. | mean, sure, he had pretty 
much been following Rise around all day while she piled more and more clothes 
onto her bill, so he didn’t have much to do but think as it was, but it was still nice to 
get a moment of peace and quiet. Rise was great and all, but goddamn could she 
get annoying sometimes. She was just too bubbly for Justin; he couldn’t handle her 
in large doses like today. Justin had started digging around in his pockets in search 
of a cigarette to light up when he was startled by the voice of someone making their 
way over to him from behind. He damn near pulled the smoke out as he jumped 
from being startled; not a very good thing if it was anyone who wasn’t aware of his 
smoking habits. It wasn’t; it was Rise’s manager. 


“Excuse me... Justin-san, is it? Ummm... Sorry about the other day... I'm Minoru 
Inoue, Rise Kujikawa's former manager.” Inoue introduced himself to Justin, who for 
a moment was still trying to get over how the guy had scared the living shit out of 
him. Rule number one with Justin: Don’t sneak up behind me... Well actually that 
was more like the seventh rule, with most of the rules preceding it being ‘Don’t fuck 
with me.’ And one rule regarding Chie’s cooking. Hypocritical? Yes. Wrong? 
Absolutely not. Justin stared at Inoue for a moment, his face frozen from being 
startled before eventually dropping his eyebrows into a glare. 


“...1’m sorry, can | help you?” Justin remarked bluntly, a slightly annoyed tone to his 
voice. He already could tell this guy was here in regards to Rise; and she had 
already told him to stop bugging her. That made this harassment; and if he 
continued to harass her, he would punch this fucker straight in his obnoxious face. 
Inoue rubbed at the back of his head, slightly embarrassed by the conditions under 
which he had to deliver the letter he had been holding in his hand. Usually he just 
gave it to Rise; now he had to work through a middle man. A very angry middle man 
at that. 


“I'm sorry to bother you, but... Could you give this to her?” Inoue requested as 
politely as he could, handing off the letter in his hand to Justin. Justin stared at the 
letter with a confused expression on his face before turning his attention back to 
Inoue. He wasn’t going to just give this to Rise without knowing what was in it. For 
all he knew it could be a death threat. That would be really fucking stupid for the 
record company to do, don’t get me wrong, but Justin wouldn’t rule it out with those 
fuckers. “A fan letter came, you see...” The explanation did nothing but confuse 
Justin more. He came all the way down here to give Rise a fan letter? He wasn’t 


buying it. Justin stared at the letter fora moment more before turning a glare back 
to Inoue. 


“Jesus man, why are you so interested in her anyway? Can’t you see she just wants 
to be left alone?” Justin scolded Inoue. He was only going to tell him once more to 
get lost; after that if he kept showing up, there was going to be a problem between 
the two. But one thing was for certain; this needed to stop. Inoue sighed; he had a 
lot of reasons for wanting her back. Some of them didn’t even involve money. 
Shocking, | know. 


“I'm one of her fans myself. Her talent is captivating... Rise always looked forward 
to this girl's letters, so I...” Inoue paused for a moment, considering his words, 
choosing his phrases carefully. He wanted to make it clear he meant Rise no ill will, 
and that he had only the best of intentions being here. “In today's cult of 
personality, being popular carries its own problems. Your schedule fits together, 
minute by minute, like a jigsaw puzzle... Every day you're squeezed utterly dry... 
But even knowing that, | still want her to come back... She was genuinely brilliant... 
Not only that, but she's strong enough to use her pain as a foundation. From what | 
could see... she's relying on you. So could you...?” 


Justin paused for a moment, just staring at the man in front of him, before letting 
loose a slight sigh. He still didn’t trust the guy; but his words at least seemed 
genuine. If he wanted Rise to come back, that wasn’t going to happen. It was her 
choice, not his. And for the record, Justin was still a little pissed off over that ‘pain 
as a foundation,’ remark. Pain is pain; don’t try to use it as a business step, you 
fuck. Still; he did care enough to drop this fan letter off to Rise, simply because she 
enjoyed reading them. If the intention was meant to bribe her; that wasn’t going to 
happen. If he was doing it just to be a good guy, well... Justin just wasn’t sure about 
this guy’s motive anymore. Clearly he wanted her back; but he also seemed to wish 
the best for her. 


“Sorry, Senpai, but we're all sold out...” Rise came walking back to the scene; 
empty handed too. Not that Justin cared; he didn’t really want the tofu anyway. He 
was just trying to be polite since she offered it. Well needless to say once Rise 
caught sight of Inoue, she was furious. Justin didn’t even know Rise could get as 
angry as she was. But hey; you learn something new every day. “Inoue-san!? Quit 
pestering me! Wait... What did you say to Senpai!?” 


“I-I'm sorry. I'm leaving now... Goodbye...” Inoue quickly apologized, slightly 
ashamed to be caught in this position. He quickly departed without a word more; 
not even pointing out that Justin was currently holding a letter that he intended for 
her to receive. | mean sure; she’d probably just rip it up and throw it in his face if he 
did, but you think he’d at least acknowledge what he was doing there. By the time 
he was out of sight, Rise was biting her bottom lip in fury, an intense glare on her 
face that suggested she was considering ripping that fucker’s spine out. 


“Hounding me even after | quit... He's practically a stalker! To think | trusted him... | 
feel betrayed!” Rise shouted in anger, stomping the ground beneath her feet. Justin 
passed her a side glance before looking at the letter again. He was contemplating 
even giving her the letter. She seemed very vocally against even the slightest 
mention of Risette... Would she still want this fan letter then? He didn’t need her 
getting upset again. “So... what did he come for?” Rise questioned, letting loose a 
small sigh, all her rage and anger flowing out with it. Justin stared at the letter for a 
moment more before passing it off to Rise. He had a feeling he was going to regret 
this almost immediately. 


“He told me to give this to you. Said it was a fan letter.” Justin explained concisely. 
Rise’s aggravated expression turned to one of shock almost immediately. She had 
certainly not expected to read another one of these again; let alone to have her 
manager travel all the way out here just to give it to her. Hell, he could have just 
dropped it in the mail; there was no reason for him to physically travel down here to 
give this to her. Unless he wanted to be there when Rise bought into his bribe, that 
is. 


“This letter... She wrote again... | see... But he came all the way out here for 
this...?” Rise questioned, rubbing her fingers over the envelope; feeling the texture 
of the paper container that housed the thoughts and feelings of one of her 
admirers... No... Not just an admirer; more like a friend. Sure, they never met in real 
life, but they talked about everything on a regular basis. If that’s not a friend, what 
is? She turned her attention away from the letter for a moment to turn to Justin, 
explaining the significance of something as simple as a sheet of paper with words 
on it. You didn’t need to tell Justin the power of words of course; she just felt she 
needed to. “This girl is a middle school student. She writes to me all the time. | did 
this public service campaign once to stamp out bullying... She said it inspired her... 
She wrote that she wouldn't let bullies get her down, that she'd try to make 
friends... Ever since then, she wrote me letters... ‘This happened to me today,’ ‘I 
was able to say this,’ stuff like that. ‘Seeing Risette work hard encourages me,’ ‘It 
makes me feel like | can still hang in there...’ Haha, she doesn't really know how it 
works, huh?” 


“How it works? You're an inspiration; they’re no secret magic or backstage 
conspiracy behind that, Rise.” Justin smiled warmly at her. Justin wasn’t a fan of 
Risette in any way shape or form, but there was no denying she had inspired 
someone somewhere; and regardless of all the shit going on with Risette, she was 
and still is an inspiration to the girl. There was no ‘how it works,’ to that. It just 
happens. Rise shook her head slightly. She was having a hard time believing that. 


“But still, every time | read her letters, | felt like Risette actually meant something... 
So whenever things got tough, | would read them over and over...” Rise stared back 
down at the letter. She felt slightly teary eyed right about now, though her eyes 
remained dry. Perhaps it was just because she was normally so bubbly that it was 


hard to notice just how happy she was right about now. “Senpai... Do you still have 
some free time...?” Rise questioned after a slight pause. Justin raised his eyebrow 
Slightly. What a dumb question. 


“I'm here aren’t |?” 


“She's worried about me...” 


The two had marched their way up to the shrine; because god forbid anyone just 
read a letter in their own house. Honestly, Justin didn’t like coming up to the shrine. 
That fox was always there and giving him this weird look. It made him REALLY 
uncomfortable. If only Maya were here; he wouldn’t have to worry about that fox if 
he was preoccupied with her, right? Regardless, Rise had ripped that envelope open 
quicker than a roadrunner on rocket propelled skates. Given the look on her face, 
she couldn’t tell whether she should be happy or sad. Like, she was happy her 
friend was concerned about her, but saddened that she was worrying her in the first 
place. 


“Officially, I'm taking a break due to illness, so...” Rise paused, sorrow choking up 
her words as she recapped the letter. It was a lot sadder now that she knew she had 
hung up her role of Risette for good. She knew she was disappointing people; but 
it’s a lot different when you disappoint someone as close to you as this one 
particular fan was. “Before | quit, there was talk about a part in a movie... She 
sounds like she was really looking forward to it... ‘Please get well soon and come 
back,’ she says...” Rise read off again out loud. Justin passed her a sympathetic 
look. Whoever this fan was, Rise must have had a huge impact on her life. She 
really looked up to Risette. “I'm so glad you were here. | was scared to read it 
alone... | gave up being Risette. | can't meet her expectations...” 


“Having second thoughts?” Justin questioned. God knows he would be in her 
position. | mean, being an idol sounds like the shittiest job in the world, but just 
thinking about how he might have made an impact on someone's life like that... It 
might just make it all worth it in the end. Of course; he wasn’t exactly in the same 
position as Rise; actually BEING an idol an all. It might just not be worth it in the 
long run. Given the look on her face though, he was going to guess she was really 
considering it. 


“| have no regrets... At least, | think not. | mean, it was such a relief to quit. To go 
back to being the real me...” Rise laughed awkwardly, as though trying to force 
herself to smile. Or perhaps trying to convince herself she had made the right 
choice. Clearly she didn’t even believe herself when she said this was the choice 
she wanted to make. Justin tilted his head to the ground slightly, giving Rise one of 
those looks. 


“Rise?” 
“Yeah?” 


“That’s a second thought.” Justin remarked snidely. Rise blushed slightly once she 
realized Justin’s words were entirely true. She was having second thoughts; and she 
absolutely hated that. She just wanted out from that business and everyone in it... 
So why did part of her want to stay? What good, what reason could she possibly 
have for staying there? 


“Anyway, Risette doesn't exist anymore. It's not just this girl. | disappointed lots of 
other people... The president of the company told me that over and over, and | 
knew already... | knew this was the path | chose, but...” Rise mused aloud. She was 
trying to convince herself this was the right choice, but the more she thought about 
it, the more she was starting to regret her decision. Justin wanted to say something 
to ease her concerns, but the fact of the matter was this was a decision she needed 
to make on her own. She couldn’t have people telling her what to do or what the 
right choice was. This was about what was good for Rise, not what everyone told 
her was good for her. Rise paused for a moment before jumping up from her seat on 
the steps, cutting off her musings with a slightly brighter take on the matter. The 
more she thought about the people she disappointed, the more she regretted her 
choice. And she didn’t want that. “Maybe I'll just inherit the tofu shop! I'm the 
shop's main attraction now. | bet | could make it thrive!” 


“Is that what you'll be happy doing? Don’t just rush into anything...” Justin 
cautioned her. He wanted to make it absolutely clear to her that deciding what you 
want to do with the rest of your life isn’t just something you decide on the fly. It 
requires a lot of thought, a lot of reflection. He didn’t want her just to rush into 
running the tofu shop because she'll inherit it, or go on to be Risette again just 
because everyone was pressuring her. Rise’s slowly faded; Justin raised a rather 
valid point, but it was so hard NOT to try and rush things... Take the next thing she 
said for example. 


“,.S5enpai. Maybe we should really just do it... Y'know, what | was saying a while 
back. You could marry me once we graduate high school, and the two of us could 
work at the tofu shop together. Doesn't that sound fun? H-How about it? Haha... 
ha...” Rise joked only slightly. The fake laugh at the end certainly wasn’t doing 
much in the ways of passing that off as a joke. In fact, it just made her sound dead 
serious. Justin had been smoking a cigarette when Rise made that remark; at which 
point he promptly ceased all movement and gave Rise the most terrified look she 
had ever seen. Jesus Christ woman, are you TRYING to get me killed? 


“Just a friendly warning; if Chie ends up killing me for that remark, I’m killing you.” 
Justin joked only slightly. He was dead serious about giving her shit if Chie got 
pissed at him for that. Rise laughed slightly, though that eventually faded as she 
realized that wasn’t entirely a joke. 


“Pfft, yeah right. You wouldn’t hurt a fly.” 


“Yeah, but that’s because I’m afraid of bugs.” 


